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yourself/ Or again I think of sitting in some
restaurant at a table next to a man in smart
City clothes and his blonde. The others had
difficulty in obtaining a reasonable portion
in exchange for their coupons. Not so this
person, whose dim leer indicated some
special relationship with the management.
His plate and hers were full and, though he
loudly refused to drink German wine, he
felt that a bottle of what he called 'bubbly*
was needed to console the tired business man
and the woman who was his business. He
did not actually suck his teeth or shovel his
food under his small moustache, but he con-
trived to suggest both these actions without
performing either. He was cumbered with
much wealth. CI don't like these new
notes/ he said, drawing out about sixty from
his pocket, and relinquishing a few in his
lady's possession after a little slapping of
slim by less slim hands. Presently with the
coffee and his second brandy he became
mellow. It was the time when Mr. Churchill,
after displaying reckless gallantry in the
trenches, had been summoned back to
politics. The City man sank back with his
thumbs (metaphorically) in his waistcoat.
'This Winston,3 he said; CI knew it wouldn't
be long before he was back in a "cushy" job.
I told old Blenkins so: laid him evens.
Well------3   He smiled at his chosen.   She
patted her hair, adjusted her vanity bag and